AFTERNOON

seen crossing the quadrangle of any Oxford college. He
worked for at least ten hours a day and, except in the
leight of summer, often longer at this card index, which
vas by now at once a monument to his judiciously sceptical
nind and the solid foundation of whatever practical
uccess this branch of the Bureau had achieved. He
arely spoke ; but about twice a week, with one arm
jehind his back holding the other's elbow, he would
:ome on tip-toe into Waterlow's room and relate a long
md, owing to the rarity of his teeth, an almost un-
ntelligible story, of which such parts as were distinguish-
He consisted of elaborate scholastic jokes and allusive
>edantries. Then he would wander back to his card
ndex, chuckling softly to himself and swinging his dis-
;ngaged arm from the elbow. And Waterlow, looking
fter him, would feel that he ought to have given him a
urnp of sugar and told poor dear Henderson what a good
nd clever bird he was. Poor dear Henderson, indeed!
These must be bitter years for him, for there could not be
iany before that delicate creature, and those precious few
tad to be wasted thus.

This then was the atmosphere, for it was much more
n atmosphere than the interior of a house, into which
Vaterlow plunged from the world of reality toward the
nd of this summer afternoon in the midway of the war.
The front door had been flung back without his knocking
y a puckered-up little waif of the Levant who bore the
ame of one of the great historic families that in the
liddle ages ruled Naxos and other famous islands. He
ad been picked up on the roadside one night by Waterlow,
rhere he had lain down to die of starvation. He was
ompletely alone in the world, and the inspiration of his

35